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Alys speaks with a slight French-Canadian accent. 
The set is a cabaret stage. Lights up on a couple 
dancing a very sensual and seductive tango. There 
should be a lot of improvising and adlibbing 
depending on the audience. 


Alys: 

(back stage) 
Once the music starts and the lights 
come up I change. ’'m a different 
woman. It’s like when you were on your 
honeymoon and making love for the 
very first time. For me, I get this feeling 
every time I walk on to the stage and get 
a big hand and they stand up and give 


me an ovation. 


English Announcer: 
Ladies and gentlemen, mesdames and 
messieurs please put your hands 
together and give a warm welcome to 
the one, the only Alys Robi! 


Applause. Enter Alys Robi to center stage. She is 
dressed in 1940’s nightclub attire, hair and 
makeup. She is young, sexy and sassy. She is a star. 
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Alys: 
Bonjour tout le monde! Hello 
everybody! I love singing. I love to sing. 
I love the songs and the stage. The 
musicians, the dancerts. I love it all and I 
love all of you! 


Intro to La Vie en Rose begins. 
You are all a part of me and without you 
I would be nothing. This song is how I 
feel about you all — especially the men. 
(wink) 


La vie en rose 
Des yeux qui font baisser les miens 
Un rire qui se perd sur sa bouche 
Voila le portrait sans retouche 
De Phomme auquel j’appartiens 
Quand il me prend dans ses bras 
Il me parle tout bas 
Je vois la vie en rose 
I] me dit des mots d’amour 
Des mots de tous les jours 
Et ca me fait quelque chose 
Il est entré dans mon coeut 
Une part de bonheur 
Dont je connais la cause 
Cest lui pour moi, moi pour lui dans la 
vie 
Il me l’a dit, l’a juré pour la vie 
Et dés que je Papercois 
Alors je sens en moi 
Mon coeur qui bat 


Des nuits d’amout a plus finir 

Un grand bonheur qui prend sa place 
Les ennuis, les chagrins s’effacent 
Heureux, heureux a en mourir 
Quand il me prend dans ses bras 

Il me parle tout bas 

Je vois la vie en rose 

Il me dit des mots d’amour 

Des mots de tous les jours 

Et ca me fait quelque chose 

Tl est entré dans mon coeur 

Une part de bonheur 

Dont je connais la cause 

Cest toi pout moi, moi pour lui dans la 
vie 

Il me I’a dit, ’a juré pour la vie 

Et dés que je ’apercois 

Alors je sens en mot 

Mon coeut qui bat 


Merci, merci beaucoup — thank you very 
much mes amis. I am arriving to you 
this evening from South America and 
Mexico. I’ve come from Toronto, New 
York and Hollywood, California singing 
with my friends Nat King Cole and 
Frank Sinatra. I was there — une etoile 
among stars — a little girl star from 
Canada. And now I am happily here 
with you! 
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I do have a wonderful life thanks to my 
adoring public (she blows a kiss to them 
all). Since I was four years old when my 
father first recognized my talent he 
would allow me to sing at the arena 
where he worked as a wrestler, during 
intermission and my brother, Paul- 


Emile would pass the hat 
contributions. 


I studied at Notre-Dame Academie, 
Jean Riddez singing, Maurice Marrenoff 
ballet, et Jeanne Croteau au piano. I got 
tap tips from Sammy Davis Jr., in the 
alleyway of the Arlequin Theatre on 
Notre-Dame-des-Anges. I joined Rose 
Ouellette, the first North American 
Director, at la theatre Nationale and 
worked for her for seven dollars per 


week! At thirteen years old! 
An afterthought... 


Imagine! I do eleven radio shows per 
week in Toronto and my radio show, 
Latin America Serenade, is aired in the 
United States, Mexico and South 
America. A working class girl from 


Quebec and proud of it! 


And I signed to my first singing contract 
with RCA Victor. My song, Tico-Tico, 
was first recorded in Portuguese by 
Carmen Miranda, but I know I sing it 
better because Jack Benny tell me so. It 
is a great first for a Quebec artist in a 
market dominated by French and 
American singers. 


Intro to Tico-Tico 


In the street they would shout at me, 
“Look! Look here, there’s Tico-Tico! 
Hey Tico-Tico, sing for us!’ And I did. 
With this song Canadians discovered 
and love the new sounds of Latin- 
American rhythms. 
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‘Tico-Tico 


Oh! tico tico tic... Oh! tico tico tac 
Ohl! tico tic Oh! tico tac... Oh! tico tic 
Oh! tico tac 
Oh! tico tic Oh! tico tac... Oh! tico tic 


Ohl! tico tico tic... Oh! tico tico tac 

Ce tico tico met mon coeur tout en 
micmac 

Et lorsqu'il dit coucou il veut dire aimer 
vous 

Les amoureux se fient sur lui dans mon 
patelin 

Et quand il crie huit heure tout chavire 
en mon coeut 

Je pars et ne reviens qu'aux petites 
heures du matin 

Quand je suis 4 temps coucou mais 
autrement houhou 

Ah! qu'il est gentil et charmant mon 
petit coucou 


C'est un oiseau qui jamais ne se laisse 
prendre 

I] connait tous les rendez-vous, 
comment s'y rendre 

Et dans les affaires d'amour mon tico 
est la toujours 

Qui me dit peu importe la nuit ou le 
jour 

Oh Oh! J'entends mon petit tico qui 
m'appelle 

Il semble dire que c'est l'heure d'étre 
fidéle 


Alys: 


Oh oh oh oh on dirait que mon coeur 
fait crac 
Co tico tico tico tac 


Reprendre a... 

Oh! tico tico tic... Oh! tico tico tac 
Ce tico tico met mon coeur tout en 
micmac 

Et lorsqu'il dit coucou il veut dire... 


Isn’t it wonderful!? And there were 
more... 


A medley of the following songs: a 
minute each: Amor, Besame Mucho 
and Symphonie. 


I will travel to the tres hip, the tres 
tralala Orchid Club to entertain David 
Niven and Prince Ali Khan. After that I 
will dine with Maurice Chevalier at the 
Moulin Rouge in Paris, but I have 
always and will always call Canada my 
home. 
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Next week I will visit our soldiers 
fighting for freedom against the evil 
forces of Nazi Germany. I am their 
sweet heart at home and I am a broad as 
well. (smile) My songs are full of hope 
and happiness. I will ask them to come 
back home soon and safe. Win the war 
boys and come back home — to Canada. 
Quickly! They are ovr fight boys! Our 
prayers must be with them. Thank you 
boys, merci beaucoup on vous aime. 


Vive La Canadienne 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=f9i1tE5nBv8 


Lights snap out at end of Vive La Canadienne. 
Lights comes back up on a couple dancing a new 
age interpretive with very erratic movements. 


Alys: 
For years Quebec languished under an 
authoritarian rule. It was considered a 
sin to go to the night clubs and the 
performers were sinners. In addition, if 
you went to a night club you had to 
confess it to your Priest. 


Can you imagine? Society in the 1940's 
was vety savage. Success was considered 
a sin too. Women always had to ask 
permission to men for doing anything. I 
said, “I don’t ask for permission. I will 
do my thing. I will behave like I want to 
behave. I will live my life like I want to.” 
I was a feminist before the word. 


They think I am stupid? I am not. They 
keep to ask me, “Where is your 
manager?” “Where is your husband?” 
What the hell? They are stupid people. 
Why do I need these people? What am I 
an animal or a child? No! 


The dancing abruptly stops. 


I am the one who deals my showbiz 
career. Only me! I am a_ business 
woman. They are surprised because 
even in America they could not fool me 
very much with their contracts. 


I do have a manager after me. I have the 
photograph after me too. I have the 
designer for my clothes. I have the 
hairdressers for my hair. I have to, I 
work all the time: three shows pet night, 
seven nights per week. 
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Announcer: 


Applause. 


Alys: 


Ladies and gentlemen: arriving from her 
sold out European tour: Spain, France, 
and England — please give a warm and 
heart-filled welcome to the one and the 
only 24 year old Canadian singing 
sensation — ALYS ROBI! 


(Dancers doing the samba in the back ground. Alys 
sings Rhum et Coca-Cola) 


Paroles et traduction de "Rhum And 
Coca Cola" 


Rhum And Coca Cola (Rhum Et Coca Cola *) 


If you ever go down Trinidad 

SI JAMAIS VOUS DESCENDEZ A TRINIDAD 
They make you feel so very glad 

ILS VOUS FONT VOUS SENTIR SI HEUREUX 
Calypso sing and make up rhyme 
CHANTEZ LA CALYPSO ET INVENTEZ LES 
RIMES 

Guarantee you one real good fine time 

JE VOUS GARANTIS UN VRAI BON MOMENT 


[Chorus] 
[REFRAIN] 


Drinkin' rum and Coca-Cola 

EN BUVANT DU RHUM ET DU COCA COLA 
Go down Point Koomahnah 

DESCENDEZ A LA POINTE DE 
KOOMAHNAH 

Both mother and daughter 

LA MERE ET LA FILLE, TOUTES LES DEUX 
Workin' for the Yankee dollar 
TRAVAILLENT POUR (AVOIR) LES DOLLARS 
YANKEE(1) 

Oh, beat it man, beat it 

OH, TIRE-TOI, MEC, TIRE TOT! 

Since the Yankee come to Trinidad 
DEPUIS QUE LES YANKEES SONT VENUS A 
TRINIDAD 

They got the young girls all goin' mad 

ILS ONT RENDU TOUTES LES JEUNES 
FILLES FOLLES 

Young girls say they treat 'em nice 

LES JEUNES FILLES DISENT QU'ILS LES 
TRAITENT BIEN 

Make Trinidad like paradise 

CA FAIT RESSEMBLER TRINIDAD AU 
PARADIS 


Chorus 
[REFRAIN] 


Oh, you vex me, you vex me 

OH, TU ME CASSES LES PIEDS, TU ME CASSES 
LES PIEDS. 

From Chicachicaree to Mona's Isle 

DE CHICACHICAREE A L'ILE MONA 

Native girls all dance and smile 

TOUTES LES FILLES DU COIN DANSENT ET 
SOURIENT 

Help soldier celebrate his leave 

ELLES AIDENT LES SOLDATS A FETER LEUR 
PERMISSION 

Make every day like New Year's Eve 

ELLES FONT RESSEMBLER CHAQUE JOUR A 
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UNE FETE DE NOUVEL AN 


Chorus 
[REFRAIN] 


It's a fact, man, it's a fact 

C'EST COMME CA, MEC, C'EST COMME CA ! 
In old Trinidad, I also fear 

DANS LE VIEUX (CE BON VIEUX ? ) 
TRINIDAD, JE CRAINS AUSSI 

The situation is mighty queer 

QUE LA SITUATION SOIT VACHEMENT 
TORDUE 

Like the Yankee girl, the native swoon 
TOUT COMME LES FILLES YANKEE, LES 
FILLES DU COIN FONT LES YEUX DOUX 
When she hear der Bingle croon 
QUAND ELLES ENTENDENT LE BINGLE 
ROUCOULER 


Chorus 
[REFRAIN] 


Out on Manzanella Beach 

SUR LA PLAGE DE MANZANELLA 

G. I. romance with native peach 

LES GI FLIRTENT AVEC LES PECHES DU 
COIN 

All night long, make tropic love 

TOUTE LA NUIT, ILS FONT L'AMOUR DES 
TROPIQUES 

Next day, sit in hot sun and cool off 

LE LENDEMAIN, ILS S'ASSEYENT SOUS LE 
SOLEIL BRULANT ET DECOMPRESSENT 


Chorus 
[REFRAIN] 


It's a fact, man, it's a fact 
C'EST COMME CA, MEC, C'EST COMME CA ! 


Rum and Coca-Cola 

DU RHUM ET DU COCA COLA 

Rum and Coca-Cola 

DU RHUM ET DU COCA COLA 

Workin' for the Yankee dollar 

ON TRAVAILLE POUR (AVOIR) LES DOLLARS 
YANKEE 


I had a marvelous musician and director. He was 
very important to me. He was the man of my 
dreams. I card very much for him and I know 
he cared for me too. His name was Lucio 
Agostini. 


Lucio was a Toronto bandleader, composer and 
my secret lover. He and the musicians were so 
good. They were all Canadian musicians you 
know. 


We made great love together. We made great 
music together. He loved my singing and my 
style so he wrote beautiful arrangements for me. 
I chose a husband and father for my children — 
and that was Lucio. 


However he had a bigger secret than me. He 
left me. I was abandoned by the love of my life. 
The man I was in love with was in love with 
another. Married to someone else. 


A couple dances a very provocative tango. Alys watches the 
dancers as if she is reliving her love affair with Lucio as she 


Sings. 


QUAND TU PARTIRAS 


A te regarder on crairait bien que t’es 
empresse de partir 
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A te regarder on semble croite que j’en 
suis plus qu’une souvenir 

Il ne me reste plus qu’a esperer qu’un 
jour peut-etre tu reviendras 

Il me semble lire dans tes yeux que tu 
veux t’eloinger de moi. 


Que de nous deux sera vaincu, leuqel de 
nous sera perdu 

Je sens que c’est moi qui souffrirai, je 
sens que c’est moi qui pleurerai 

Ne vas pas criore que pour l’amour je 
risquerai toute ma vie 

Ne vas pas croire que je suis celle qui 
tattendra toute une vie 

Car J’ai peur d’etre condamnee comme 
Poiseau que peut plus voler 

Je ne veux pas me retrouver seule 
comme une veuve trainant son deuil. 


A tecouter on semble croire que tu te 
churches autant que moi 

A tecouter je me demande si tu te 
souviendras de moi 

Jvoudrai tellement tout te donner sans 
avoir a le regretter 

Jvoudrai tellement m’abandonner te 
sachant la, a mes cotes 

Mais j’en veux pas etre de celles qui se 
nourissent du passé 

Car j’ai trop besoin d’etre aimee pour 
que je m/’arrete d’esperer. 


Ne vas pas croire que pour l’amour je 
risquerai toute ma vie 

Ne vas pas croire que je suis celle qui 
tattendrea toute une vie 

Car j’ai peur d’etre condamnee comme 
Poiseau que peut plus voler 

Je ne veux pas me retrouver seule 
comme une veuve trainant son deuil. 


Introduction to Judas. 


Alys: 
It was the beginning of the end. 


(The song Judas is recorded. Alys dances a tango 
between two men.) 


Judas 
Tu m’as menti et trompee plus que 
personne 
Je te pardon, je te pardon... 

Alys: 


It did not matter. I had a life. I didn’t 
need him! Hollywood was calling my 
name. 1947. MGM called me for a 
screen test and I landed the lead role in 
a Hollywood musical comedy. Hooray 
for Hollywood — yahoooo! 


(Alys takes a scarf and wraps it around her 
forehead - like a bandana.) 
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While I was waiting to begin the show I 
decided to accept an engagement in Las 
Vegas — I would never turn down a gig. 
I was always working. That’s why I left 
my first lover. Even at seventeen I knew 
he didn’t have the ambition and drive 
that I needed to succeed. No one did — 
it was all up to me. 


I hopped in my brand new white 
Cadillac convertible, by myself and off I 
was all by myself to Las Vegas to 
perform. It was a wonderful time. 
Cruising down the highway, my hair 
blowing in the wind, the music playing 
loudly from the car radio. Feeling good, 
Lucio was far from my thoughts. I was 
on top of the world — I had made it! 


Adios Muchachos (1:00) 
(Alys sings a few lines as she mimics driving the 


car.) 


I was just a short distance from Las 
Vegas and while rounding a bend — 
(loud scream and cry) — a crazy truck 
swerving out of control and crossing all 
over the highway!!! Then! (shriek) 


I awoke in a Californie hospital, the 
Royale Vicotrie, with fractures to my 
scull et multiple contusions. Trying to 
avoid the truck, I hit a tree head on. My 
head was split wide open. The tabloids 
reported that I had a brain tumor or that 
I contracted a shameful disease, brain 
syphilis, because of my “frequentations” 
with a married man. 


My physical wounds were nursed but 
my morale could not be helped. I was 
spiraling downward into a numbing 
depression: a depression what would 
change my life forever. 


After two months in the hospital it was 
apparent that I wasn’t getting any better 
and I should return home — to Quebec. 
I put on a brave front to my friends 
there, “I will be back soon.” But they 
would never see me again. 


18 


Every Inch A Diva: Alys Robi 


Referred by world-renowned 
neurologist, Dr Penfield, I was taken to 
the Instuitut d’Albert Prevost. I agreed 
to this for a rest. Other celebrities 
stayed there to care for high stress and 
to recover from alcohol and drug 
addiction. Why should it be different for 
me — although I didn’t suffer from drug 


and alcohol abuse. 


But, it was different for me. Different 
from than I wanted or expected. 
Prevost turned out to be a medieval 
sanatorium run by the gray nuns - God’s 
angry people. I was bundled into a 
straight jacket and returned to Quebec. 
Little by little I was cut off from the 
outside world. I was incarcerated with 


4,000 other patients and was 


through a slot in the cell door and 
nobody would or wanted to answer mes 


questions. 


Silence. 


Upon my arrival, I was put with twenty 
other women; their eyes shared the 
same look of fear as mine. Some of 
them were so fearful their teeth 
chattered. Others sat wringing their 
hands in anticipation while the rest with 
their blood drained faces and white 
straight-jackets were only ghosts of their 
pasts as they blended into the stark 
white walls of the small white rooms 
designed, if you weren’t crazy when you 
arrived, you were surely crazy IF you 
got to leave. 


When even the “treatments” could not 
pull me out of my depression I began to 
feel as though there was a plot against 
me. I was to endure many sessions of 
electric shock therapy — three times per 
week — enough to plunge me into a 
coma. Mental patients had no rights. I 
had no lawyer and could not even make 
a telephone call. 


It was only six months previous that I 
was surrounded by guards to protect 
me, walking down a Paris street lined 
with my fans. My friends, Frank, Jack, 
Lucio et ... papa! Please save me papa! 


Suddenly, the doors slammed open. 
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Sound effects of doors slamming open. The two 
male dancers, now wearing psychiatric hospital 
orderly outfits drag Alys by the arms off stage. 


Two men entered and swiftly headed 
my direction, and, now being dragged 
off by two hoodlums like a common 
criminal. About to be the victim of a 
human experiment that would be 
hidden from the public by a shameless 
dictatorial government. This happened 
to many abandoned children and 
children who were born out of wedlock 
under the Regime Duplessis. They were 
called the Duplessis’ children. We were 
all Duplessis’ children. 


Then I heard the voice of the head 
nurse from out of nowhere. “Vien, Alys 
come, it’s your turn.” 


Alys and the two dancers exit. The following 
dialogue is recorded as Alys ages backstage. Two 
male dancers enter with a female dancer on a 
gurney covered with a white sheet. They re-enact 
the shock therapy session in a stylized dance 
sequence. 


They took me into a little room with a 
table in the middle. Along the walls 
were machine, on scarier than the next. 
They put me on the table and tied my 
arms and legs with leather straps. They 
also put a rubber ball in my mouth so I 
would not swallow my own tongue. 


Finally, they attached the electrodes to 
my temple. Tears ran down my cheeks 
as I lay there immobilized not only by 
the straps but also by the fear of the 
current that was about to electrocute 
me. 


No drugs. No sedatives. Nothing! And 
then... indescribable, the inhumane and 
painful shock to the brain. The GREAT 
BLACK HOLE. There are no words 
than can describe that pain! 


SCREAM! The body on the table convulses and 
trembles. Exit stretcher. Enter an aged Alys Robi 
noticeably demure and controlled. She wears a hat 


or scarf signifying scars and an operation being 
hidden. 


I spent many hours in contemplation 
and meditation which would inevitably 
be broken by screams and cries by the 
other patients beings exposed to yet 
another electric shock treatment. 
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I saw others come from their sessions. 
Some would be taken to the morgue. I 
recall one time when the sheet fell off 
the body and I could see the face of a 
woman who had just got a “treatment”. 
Her face was twisted with a look of pain 
and was pale blue. 


Cruel treatment, heavily prescribed 
drugs, atrocious living conditions would 
push anyone over the edge. And no one 
wanted to acknowledge it. I became 
addicted to medically prescribed drugs, 
and then heroin. 


I was able to leave for a short time in 
1950, because of my little brother’s 
illness. I tried to make a come-back but 
it was too late for me, and too late for 
him. My little brother died in my arms. 
He was gone and I wasn’t totally there. 


Alys cradles and weeps into empty arms rocking 
back and forth. 


Lobotomies were considered a new and 
trendy operation and performed in 
arbitrary fashion. They are as delicate as 
they are barbaric. “They” decided that I 
would be the perfect case to experiment 
on. They were trying other patients but 
it didn’t work. They said “She’s very 
healthy. She’s young. She’s full of 
energy. We'll take Alys Robi, why not?” 
I screamed for papa... PAPA! But, it 
was papa who signed the papers. They 
told him if he didn’t sign the papers I 
would die. I would die? 


Most ended up like vegetables and 
eventually died. Somehow I managed to 
escape with all my faculties. Time 
passed, day becomes months, months — 
years. In total five years. When I was 
finally released my fortune was 
mysteriously gone. My life gone as I 
knew it. I was only twenty-seven years 
old. 


Alys is obviously not ok and damaged by all the 
treatments. 
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My come back to the entertainment 
world wasn’t as easy ort as quick as I 
thought it would be. Stigmatized as a 
mental patient is a hecklers dream when 
performing. People are cruel. So is life. 
Just because you are mentally ill doesn’t 
mean you arte crazy. I have papers to 
prove I am sane and I have a brain. Do 
you? Shoe me your papers. 


I had to recycle myself. Get the feeling 
that I could do it. They gay community 
gave me my return chance. They were 
good to me - vety good. They let me 
sing again. They let me feel alive again. 
They listened to my songs and because 
of that I got some work on television. I 
slowly came back. 


At first I always wore a hat or scarf to 
hide the scars from my operations and 
the many scars from electro-shock 
therapy. It took years for the drugs to 
weat off — even though there are 
lingering side effects. 


My love affairs which some say were my 
downfall, were not. They were beautiful 
and made me live and feel alive. It was 
the men in my life who were not all 
right. 


Well I paid the price didn’t I. I paid with 
my health and my career. But I am still 
happy to be an artist here with you 
tonight. If I was to do it all again, I 
would do it all the very same way. 


My life was not only about tragedies, 
but also of successes, and of love and 
friendships. I hope it can serve to other 
young people in all careers as a symbol 
of courage to always continue the fight 
when you know you are right even 
when yout life is struck with bad luck. 


You don’t’? choose your destiny — it’s 
given to you. The first Quebec singer to 
become an international recording artist, 
78’s, 45’s 33’s and now CD’s. Jack 
Benny called me Canada’s Carmen 
Miranda. I would like to be remembered 
as the little girl from Quebec, from 
Canada, who tried to be friendly and 
entertain everybody with a song and a 
smile. 


Intro to Laissez-moi Encore Chanter begins. 


But, if you ate going to remember 
anything, just remember this: 


I AM ALSY ROBI! 
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Laissez-moi Encore Chanter 
Vous mes amis qui étes la ce soir 
Vous m'apportez la joie et tant d'espoir 
Je suis heureuse de vous retrouver 
Pour moi le temps n'a rien changé 
Depuis toujours j'ai chanté le bonheur 
Pour mettre un peu de soleil dans vos 
coeuts 
Et s'il vous réchauffe encore aujourd'hui 
Alors j'ai réussi ma vie. 


Refrain 1 

Laissez-moi encore chanter 
Laissez-moi encore réver 

A ces années dorées 

Qui m'ont tout apporté 
Laissez-moi encore chanter 
Laissez-moi encore réver 

Au son des mélodies 

Qui ont bercé ma vie 

J'ai parcouru le monde entier 

Des hommes ont voulu me garder 
Mais mon coeur ne battait que pour 
vous 

Laissez-moi encore chanter 
Laissez-moi encore réver 

J'ai tout au fond de moi 

Tant de choses a donner. 


9. 

Vous mes amis qui étes 1a ce soir 
Fidéles comme au premier temps de ma 
gloire 


Si je suis revenue sur cette scéne 

C'est pour vous dire que je vous aime 
Oui je vous aime et depuis si longtemps 
Depuis le temps béni de mes vingt ans 
J'ai tout quitté pour suivre votre amour 
Et c'est pour ¢a que chaque jout... 


Refrain 2 

Laissez-moi encore chanter 
Laissez-moi encore réver 

A ces années dorées 

Qui m'ont tout apporté 
Laissez-moi encore chanter 
Laissez-moi encore réver 

Au son des mélodies 

Qui ont bercé ma vie 

Puis au moment du grand départ 
Dans un tout dernier au revoir 

Je dirai: "O Seigneur, s'il vous plait 
Laissez-moi encore chanter 
Laissez-moi encore réver 

Une derniére fois avant de m'en aller". 


Choeur 

Laissez-la encore chanter 
Laissez-moi encore chanter 
Laissez-la encore réver 
Laissez-moi encore réver 
Ta La La... 


Merci beaucoup and good night. 
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